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The  World  Is  Too  Much 
With  Us 


The  World  is  too  much  with  us;  late  and  soon, 
Getting  and  spending,  we  lay  waste  our  powers; 
Little  we  see  in  nature  that  is  ours; 

We  have  given  our  hearts  away,  a sordid  boon! 
This  sea  that  bares  her  bosom  to  the  moon; 
The  winds  that  will  be  howling  at  all  hours, 
And  are  up-gathered  now  like  sleeping  flowers; 
For  this,  for  everything,  we  are  out  of  tune; 

It  moves  us  not. — Great  God!  I’d  rather  be 
A Pagan  suckled  in  a creed  outworn, 

So  might  I,  standing  on  this  pleasant  lea, 

Have  glimpses  that  would  make  tne  less  forlorn; 
Have  sight  of  Proteus  rising  from  the  sea, 

Or  hear  old  Triton  blow  his  wreathed  horn. 

— William  Wordsworth. 
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Spotlights  on  Preplexing  Problems 

By  Osbert  W.  Warmingham  (. Kodaya ) 

4.  Finding  God — Where?* 

IN  AN  earlier  article  we  made  the  statement  that  God  is  not 
produced  by  us,  but  that  God  is  the  soul’s  discovery  and  satis- 
faction. And  in  the  discussion  previous  to  this  one  we  moved  to 
the  conclusion  that  nothing  outside  of  ourselves  can  be  known  ( or 
discovered)  by  us  except  through  some  appropriate  experience  within 
ourselves.  Knowledge  is  a dual  process.  On  the  part  of  the 
object  that  is  to  be  known  it  is  a process  of  self  disclosure  or  self 
revelation ; on  the  part  of  the  knower  it  is  a process  of  apprehension 
of  constructive  knowing.  Revelation  plus  apprehension  equals 
knowledge. 

If,  then,  we  are  to  make  any  truthful  assertion  about  anything 
beyond  ourselves,  we  can  do  so  only  as  we  are  able  to  point  definitely 
to  some  phase  of  personal  experience  as  our  appropriate  warrant. 
And  that  experience  must  be  one  that  normally  is  common  to  all. 
The  passing  whim  or  illusion  of  some  one  person  alone,  or  even  of  a 
group  of  persons,  will  not  do. 

In  other  words,  we  find  our  objects  of  knowledge  at  those  points 
of  common  experience  where  they  find  us.  And,  similarly,  “we 
find  God  where  God  finds  us.”  Now  where  in  experience  is  God 
finding  and  being  found  of  us? 

In  a stimulating  little  book  entitled  ‘ ‘Essays  in  Christian  Think- 
ing,” Dr.  A.  T.  Cadoux  very  properly  points  out  that  if  we  are  to 
find  evidences  of  God  in  human  experience  we  must  look  for  them 
in  the  nobler  order  of  our  experiences  and  not  in  the  lower  and  baser. 
We  turn,  accordingly,  to  certain  experiences  that  come  to  us  some- 
where at  our  best  and  challenge  us  to  our  very  best. 

Let  us  look  first  at  that  intuitive  awareness  of  some  unseen 
presence  that  in  one  way  or  another  comes  to  all  people  everywhere. 
Wherever  men  truly  sense  such  a presence  they  tend  intuitively 
to  bow  before  it  in  homage,  to  recognize  in  some  way  its  authority, 
its  superiority,  its  right  to  command.  Man  is  somewhere  near  his 
best  when  he  acts  in  obedience  to  this  urge  to  recognize  and  obey 
the  greater-than-self ; he  moves  by  such  obedience  towards  his  very 
best.  Let  him  refuse  allegiance  to  the  greater-than-self  when  he 
sees  it,  and  he  instantly  begins  to  deteriorate. 
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Now  Biologists  tell  us  that  the  world  as  a whole  plays  fair  with 
all  its  creatures,  that  no  truly  organic  tendency  or  desire  or  need  is 
ever  mocked.  If  there  is  hunger,  there  is  food;  if  there  is  thirst, 
there  is  drink;  if  there  are  eyes  to  see,  there  are  the  conditions  that 
result  in  sight;  if  ears,  there  is  sound;  if  there  are  the  urges  of  sex 
on  the  one  side,  there  are  corresponding  urges  on  the  other.  In  this 
biological  law  of  supply  and  demand  there  is  no  break.  If  this  be 
true  of  the  entire  range  of  animate  life,  so  that  every  instinctive 
tendency  can  be  trusted  as  pointing  to  a corresponding  source  of 
satisfaction  beyond  itself,  shall  we  assume  that  man’s  intuitive 
awareness  of  God  is  alone  untrustworthy,  that  here  alone  at  the 
point  of  our  highest  need  the  universe  mocks  us?  What  gratuitous 
folly  such  unbelief  would  be!  Let  us  rather  trust  these  highest 
intuitions  of  our  being,  especially  since  we  are  obliged  to  trust  the 
reports  and  functionings  of  all  our  other  faculties,  let  us  trust  these 
as  being  what  in  very  truth  they  are,  intimation  of  the  reality  and 
nearness  of  God  who  is  Himself  finding  us  in  the  very  impulses  we 
feel  to  seek  and  to  know  Him. 

Turn  now  to  a group  of  experiences  and  pursuits  that  in  the  judg- 
ment of  the  world  are  beyond  money  and  above  price,  pursuits 
that  rise  above  self  interest  and  self  concern  even  to  the  point  of 
self  sacrifice;  such,  for  example,  as  the  vision  and  pursuit  of  beauty, 
the  passion  for  truth,  loyalty  to  duty,  and  the  self  sacrifice  of  love. 
The  limits  of  this  article  will  permit  of  our  dealing  with  but  one  of 
these;  but  in  all  of  them,  and  in  the  pursuit  of  other  values  like 
them,  it  will  be  found  that  self  is  carried  beyond  itself  to  a point  • 
of  view  above  all  self  interest,  to  a yielding  of  self  in  a type  of  self 
renouncing  heroism  which  when  accomplished  is  simply  sublime. 

We  who  live  in  New  England  think  that  God  must  have  been 
in  a rarely  beautiful  mood  when  he  passed  this  way  on  his  creative 
travels.  He  has  dowered  this  section  of  the  country  with  such  pro- 
fusion of  manifold  loveliness, — light  and  shadow,  form  and  color, 
mountain  and  vale,  woodland  and  meadow,  ocean  and  shore,  river 
and  lake — loveliness  unwearying  in  its  variety  and  satisfying  in 
its  appeal  to  every  longing  and  mood  of  the  soul. 

Not  far  from  where  I now  am  is  the  village  of  Marblehead,  a 
rock-bedded  picturesque  place  whose  settlers  with  unconscious 
poetry  accommodated  themselves  to  the  contours  of  the  land  and 
laid  out  their  streets  and  homes  in  crooks  and  curves  as  fascinating 
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as  they  are  ofttimes  bewildering.  And  since  there  is  no  poetry  in  a 
straight  line,  God  took  the  granite  shore  line  in  his  hands  and  with 
the  firm  pressure  of  his  fingers  dented  and  pressed  and  broke  it 
into  those  wild-lying  curves  and  crags  and  crevices  where  the  waves 
of  the  ocean  beat  and  play  in  blended  grandeur  and  grace.  About  a 
scant  quarter  of  a mile  from  the  shore  is  a lengthy  island  joined  at 
its  southern  end  to  the  main  land  by  a constructed  causeway  or 
neck.  The  little  harbor  thus  formed  is  one  of  the  beauty  spots  of 
this  Eastern  coast,  alive  with  moving  boats  and  swaying  yachts, 
finely  responsive  in  color  and  movement  to  every  changing  mood 
of  day  or  night,  a satisfaction  and  a rest  to  the  tired  souls  of  men. 

On  a rocky  spot  near  the  northern  end  of  that  island  I sat  one 
memorable  afternoon  and  looked  out  over  that  quaint  old  fishing 
village.  Before  me  lay  the  little  harbor,  as  placid  almost  as  a quiet 
lake,  its  waters  gleaming  softly  with  all  the  changing  tints  of 
liquid  pearl,  cradling  in  loveliness  the  scores  of  little  vessels  that 
rocked  contentedly  upon  its  gentle  swelling  bosom.  As  sweet  and 
as  plaintive  as  the  croonings  of  a tired  mother  over  her  sleepy  babe 
at  nightfall  were  the  voices  of  the  wavelets  that  tenderly  laved  the 
rugged  shores.  Beyond  the  village  the  sun  sank  in  a splendor  of 
burnished  amber  and  old  rose  fringed  with  blue,  and  all  the  curious- 
ly huddled  masses  of  houses  and  structures  before  me  were  trans- 
figured and  blended  together  in  that  halo  of  warm  and  colorful 
light.  Silently  I watched  as  slowly,  very  slowly,  the  colors  deepened 
and  the  light  faded  into  the  duskiness  of  a soft  summer  night,  leav- 
ing me  in  that  mystic  mood  of  wonder  and  worship  from  whence 
comes  cleansing  of  soul,  poise  of  spirit,  and  beauty  of  purpose. 

Shall  I ever  forget  that  eventide — the  boats,  the  bay,  the  shore, 
the  crowded  houses,  the  miracle  of  light  and  color,  the  dissatisfac- 
tion aroused  with  sordidness  and  ugliness  of  every  sort,  the  sense 
of  fleeting  yet  real  contact  with  the  soul  of  beauty  itself,  the  deep 
desire  to  grow  in  inward  harmony  of  soul,  the  passion  to  aid  in  the 
transfiguring  of  all  earthly  life — shall  I ever  forget  it  all! 

If  beauty  be  but  a subjective  illusion  it  is  one  of  the  saddest  of 
spiritual  mockeries.  But  if  beauty  be  grounded  in  reality,  if  it  be 
the  native  lineaments  of  the  soul  of  the  universe,  if  it  be  the  radiancy 
of  the  Father’s  countenance,  then  the  true  artist  is  justified  in  seek- 
ing beauty  for  its  own  sake  at  all  costs  and  in  striving  with  price- 
less travail  of  soul  to  embody  his  visions  of  beauty  in  creations  of 
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art  for  the  beautifying  and  the  blessing  of  the  souls  of  men.  “One 
thing  have  I desired,  that  will  I seek  after,  that  I may  behold  the 
beauty  of  God.”  Beauty  found  me  that  day,  and  I found  anew 
the  God  of  beauty 

Study  in  like  manner  the  claims  of  truth,  duty,  virtue,  love  and 
you  will  find  that  they  will  all  contribute  towards  that  fuller  con- 
ception of  God  as  the  ground  and  embodiment  of  all  life’s  noblest 
values.  They  will  lead  you  to  a wiser  knowledge  and  fuller  appre- 
ciation of  Him  in  whom  all  the  fulness  of  infinite  personality  dwells. 

*This  is  the  fourth  of  a series  of  ten  articles  by  Professor  Warmingham  on 
Religious  Problems  of  Youth. 


The  Silence  of  the  Hills 

The  windy  forest,  rousing  from  its  sleep , 

Voices  its  heart  in  hoarse  Titanic  roar; 

The  ocean  bellows  from  its  rocky  shore; 

The  cataract , that  haunts  the  rugged  steep , 

Makes  mighty  music  in  its  headlong  leap; 

The  clouds  have  voices , and  the  rivers  pour 
Their  floods  in  thunder  down  to  ocean' s floor ; — 

The  hills  alone  mysterious  silence  keep. 

They  cannot  rend  the  ancient  chain  that  bars 
Their  iron  lips , nor  answer  back  the  sea 
That  calls  to  them  far  off  in  vain;  the  stars 
They  cannot  hail,  nor  their  wild  brooks.  Ah  me! 

What  cries  from  out  their  stony  hearts  will  break , 

In  God's  great  day,  when  all  that  sleep  shall  wake! 

—WILLI A M PRESCOTT  FOSTER. 


Camp  Miniwanca-on-Lake  Michigan 

I 

Older  Boys  - - June  29  to  July  13 

Older  Girls  - - July  13  to  July  27 


Four-Folder 


Page  Five 


Four  -Folclet* 

Publication  Office,  Mount  Morris,  Illinois. 

Published  ten  months  in  year  by  The  American  Youth  Foundation,  Christian  Leadership 
Training  Division.  Chicago  Office.  139  North  Wells  St. 

Subscription  50  cents  per  year. 

The  FOUNDERS  FOUR-FOLDER  is  owned  by  The  American  Youth  Foundation,  Christian 
Leadership  Training  Division:  William  H.  Danforth,  President;  Walter  Scott  Atheam,  Vice 

President;  Lansing  F.  Smith,  Treasurer;  John  L.  Alexander,  Director;  R.  A.  Waite,  Associate 
Director;  P.  G.  Orwig,  Associate  Director  and  Editor.  Entered  as  second-class  matter 
January  21,  1925,  at  the  postofflce  at  Mount  Morris,  Illinois,  under  the  Act  of  March  3, 
1879. 

(Copyright..  1925,  by  The  American  Youth  Foundation.) 


Vol.  1,  No.  7 MAY,  1925 


Editorial  Notes 

I PICKED  up  a fine  specimen  of  stone  arrow-head  the  other  day 
at  Stony  Lake  and  when  I showed  it  to  a man  who  happened 
to  be  working-  nearby,  he  said,  “You  ought  to  find  a lot  of  those 
over  on  your  property,  for  these  were  the  stamping  grounds  of 
the  old  Pottawatomies  in  the  days  of  the  red  man.” 

That  same  day,  Mr.  Hueyr  the  man  who  is  building  our  camp  for 
us,  showed  me  a perfect  stone  hatchet  which  he  had  plowed  up  in 
one  of  his  fields.  So  it  looks  as  though  we  will  all  have  a great 
time  this  summer  scouting  around  for  Indian  relics.  I wonder 
who’ll  be  the  first  to  find  a stone  hatchet  and  who  will  find  the  most 
perfect  arrow-head? 

THE  picture  on  the  cover  page  is  of  the  lighthouse  at  Little 
Point  Sauble,  Michigan.  The  lighthouse  is  located  just  six 
miles  up  the  beach  from  Camp  Miniwanca.  Hiking  to  the  light- 
house will  prove  to  be  a popular  Sunday  afternoon  diversion  for 
the  campers  at  Miniwanca.  Incidentally,  Camp  Miniwanca  is 
located  on  Little  Point  Sauble,  for  the  property  on  which  the  Camp 
is  being  built  projects  some  ten  or  twelve  miles  into  Lake  Michigan. 
We  can  always  look  for  cooling  breezes  on  the  hottest  July  and 
August  days. 
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THE  Treasure  Hunt  is  proceeding  in  great  shape.  Scarcely  a 
mail  comes  in  that  does  not  contain  contributions  from  old 
campers  who  have  not  previously  contributed,  as  well  as  additional 
contributions  from  Founders  who  have  already  sent  in  their  report. 
And  the  fine  thing  about  it  is  the  wonderful  spirit  in  which  it  is 
done.  “More  to  follow”  is  a popular  phrase  in  these  letters  and 
the  promise  invariably  is  fulfilled. 

READ  the  enthusiastic  articles  of  your  Founder  Comrades  on 
- why  they  are  coming  back  to  The  American  Youth  Founda- 
tion Camp-Conferences,  and  then  answer  the  question  for  yourself. 
You  may  do  it  in  writing  if  your  wish,  but  one  of  the  best  ways 
to  give  expression  to  your  enthusiasm  is  to  pick  out  one  or  two 
high  grade  friends  who  measure  up  to  The  American  Youth 
Foundation  Camp-Conference  standard,  and  personally  invite 
them  to  come  along  with  you  to  camp.  The  camps  this  year  will 
be  just  about  100  per  cent  “personally  invited”  which  will  make 
the  quality  standard  of  the  camps  higher  than  ever. 


Building  a Highway 


This  is  a picture  of  the  bridge  that  has  just  been  built  across 
Stony  Creek,  at  Camp  Miniwanca.  And  wait  till  you  see  the 
wonderful  road  that  has  been  cut  right  out  of  the  side  of  a giant 
wooded  ridge.  The  foundations  of  the  dining  room  and  kitchen 
are  now  being  laid  and  great  progress  is  being  made  in  the  building 
of  the  camp.  Have  you  reserved  your  place? 
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The  Why  of  the  Questionnaire 

“Know  Thyself — Accept  Thyself — Invest  Thyself '** 

R.  A.  Waite  * 

Director  of  the  American  Youth  Foundation' s Camp-Conferences. 

BOOSTS  count.  From  climbing  trees  to  witnessing  for  Christ 
sympathetic  encouragement  has  ever  been  a factor  to  success. 
The  camp-questionnaire  is  a real  effort  to  boost.  It  is  not  one- 
tenth  stepping-stone  and  nine-tenths  stumbling  block,  but  ten- 
tenths  stepping  stones  on  which  the  individual  may  rise  to  his  or 
her  own  best  self. 

The  goal  of  human  life  is  self-realization,  the  urge  to  become 
pervading  invisibly  every  living  cell  in  the  bodily  make-up.  And 
this  self-realization,  or  self-completement,  is  the  organized  self  or 
personality, — the  good  life  for  the  individual  being  the  life  of  the 
self  forever  unifying. 

Yet  it  must  always  be  remembered  that  it  is  as  impossible  to 
develop  personality  without  society  as  to  convey  sound  in  a vacu- 
um or  maintain  life  without  oxygen,  for  the  feeblest  spark  of  char- 
acter reveals  the  working  of  some  social  law.  “No  amount  of 
planing  or  shaving  ever  gets  a board  so  thin  that  it  has  but  one 
side!  A board  with  only  one  side  is  an  absurdity ! But  it  is  no  more 
absurd  than  an  isolated  individual  who  has  solely  and  exclusively 
asserted  himself,  who  has  aimed  at  solitary  self-realization.” 
Personality  is  self-awareness,  self-valuation,  and  self-purpose. 
“Self-knowledge,  self-reverence,  self-control. 

These  three  alone  lead  life  to  sovereign  power.” 

And  the  more  these  three  factors  support  and  supplement  each 
other  the  greater  is  the  force  of  the  personality.  No  individual 
can  be  satisfied  in  so  far  as  he  is  simply  a bundle  of  disjointedly 
jerking  impulses  which  do  not  allow  him  to  be  at  one  with  himself. 

“Know  Thyself”  is  ancient  counsel  that  the  modern  world  can- 
not let  die.  The  knowing  that  I am  “I”  is  necessary  for  strong 
character.  The  poor  woman  in  the  Mother  Goose  rhyme  who 
needed  the  wagging  of  the  little  dog’s  tail  to  assure  her  of  her  own 
personal  identity — “If  I be  I,  he  will  wag  his  little  tail” — was  hope- 
lessly groping. 

“Accept  Thyself”  demands  the  inner  figuring  of  one’s  thoughts 
and  of  one’s  deeds,  and  these  calculations  run  the  whole  gamut  be- 
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tween  self-display  and  self-effacement.  What  a contrast  between 
the  “AM-I-NOT-WONDERFUL”  and  the  “Am-I-not-worthy” 
self-consciousness ! 

“Invest  Thyself”  haunts  all  youth  with  a divine  discontent. 
But  what  is  the  capital  to  be  invested  ? The  same  that  the  Master 
Himself  invested  in  the  affairs  of  men.  He  had  a capital  of  thought 
and  He  invested  it  in  the  teaching  of  truth.  He  had  a capital  of 
health  and  He  invested  it  in  blood-transfusions  of  anaemic  society. 
He  had  a capital  of  brotherliness  and  He  invested  it  in  the  broadest 
sympathies.  He  had  a capital  of  religious  idealism  and  He  invested 
it  in  the  establishing  of  righteousness. 

The  need  to  “see  life  clearly  and  to  see  it  whole”  is  imperative. 
One-sidedness  or  lop-sidedness  is  too  much  the  defect  of  the  present 
day,  when  nothing  other  than  the  foursquare  “measure  of  the 
stature  of  the  fulness  of  Christ”  should  be  taken  as  the  ideal  stand- 
ard. And  the  single  statement  on  record  descriptive  of  the  teen- 
years  of  Jesus  is  Luke  2:52,  which  asserts  that  “Jesus  advanced' in 
wisdom  (mentally)  and  stature  (physically)  and  in  favor  with  God 
(religiously)  and  men  (socially).” 

The  genius  of  the  camp-questionnaire  is  the  picturing  of  the 
individual  character  through  the  more  or  less  spontaneous  activi- 
ties growing  out  of  choice.  The  answers  to  questions  covering  the 
physical,  social,  mental,  and  religious  expressions  of  the  spiritual 
life  reveal  the  individual’s  inner  urges,  which  are  so  indicative  of  the 
real  character.  And  the  evaluations  of  these  answers  are  computed 
on  the  basis  of  a possible  hundred  points  for  each  one  of  the  four 
phases,  the  average  or  median  line  showing  the  level  of  balanced 
symmetry.  But  should  there  be  too  wide  a range  in  these  expres- 
sional  activities  a prescription  of  things  to  do  is  given  to  build  up 
the  weak  point  or  points. 

Personality  made  free  through  clean  living  and  clear  thinking, 
sensitive  to  religion’s  uplifting  power,  and  inwrought  in  friendly 
sympathy  with  the  common  human  lot, — this  is  the  full-orbed 
life  new-charactered  for  the  Jesus  Way  of  Living.  The  hope  of 
humanity  lies  in  this  Christ-standard  leadership, — an  ideal  dimly 
discerned  at  present  and  unfolding  itself  with  sobering  slowness, 
but  which  will  in  the  end  take  full  possession  of  the  field  and  bring 
all  others  into  harmony.  The  world  will  eventually  be  ruled,  as 
it  has  so  often  been  swayed,  by  its  fourfold  personalities. 
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A composite  chart  of  one  thousand  boys  and  one  thousand  girls 
from  the  Sunday  Schools  of  North  America  presents  its  challenge 
to  youth  itself  and  also  to  the  leaders  of  youth. 

P S M R 


P,  Physical;  S,  Social;  M,  Mental;  R,  Religious;  55  Boys'  Average;  60  Girls'  Average;  Range  be- 
tween Physical  and  Religious;  Boys , 10  points ; Girls,  11  points; Boys'  line; 

Girls'  line. 


From  “The  Sea" 


There  is  a pleasure  in  the  pathless  woods , 

There  is  a rapture  on  the  lonely  shore , 

There  is  society  where  none  intrudes 
By  the • deep  sea , and  music  in  its  roar: 

I love  not  man  the  less,  hut  nature  more, 

From  these  our  interviews,  in  which  I steal 
From  all  I may  he,  or  have  been  before, 

To  mingle  with  the  universe,  and  feel 

What  I can  ne'er  express,  yet  cannot  all  conceal. 

And  I have  loved  thee,  Ocean!  and  my  joy 
Of  youthful  sports  was  on  thy  breast  to  be 
Borne,  like  thy  bubbles,  onward;  from  a boy 
I wantoned  with  thy  breakers, — they  to  me 
Were  a delight;  and  if  the  freshening  sea 
Made  them  a terror,  'twas  a pleasing  fear; 

For  I was  as  it  were  a child  of  thee, 

A nd  trusted  to  thy  billows  far  and  near, 

And  laid  my  hand  upon  thy  mane, — as  I do  here. 

—LORD  B YRON. 
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Kinji’s  Column 

I STOOD  on  the  middle  ridge,  a full  hundred  feet  from  the  summit  of  Old 
Baldy,  with  Songanox  and  Wadjepi  at  Camp  Miniwanca  a few  days  ago. 
It  was  a glorious  view  that  met  our  eyes  East  and  West;  the  orchard  shores 
of  Stony  Lake,  the  icy  barrier  of  Lake  Michigan  with  the  sun  brilliantly  over 
all.  Away  beneath  us  stretched  the  valley  draws  and  wooded  reaches  of  our 
hundred  and  eighty-one  acre  camp  preserve.  A few  minutes  later,  we  marked 
out  the  site  of  our  new  big  dining  room,  located  the  tent  sites  and  laid  out 
the  water  and  sanitary  systems.  Then,  as  if  to  prove  that  our  new  camp 
home  was  on  virgin  soil,  we  surveyed  a mile  long  stretch  on  which  to  build 
our  entrance  road  and  staked  out  the  foundations  for  a six  ton  stress  rustic 

bridge  across  our  stream.  This  building  of  bridges, 
laying  out  of  roads  and  marking  out  of  foundations 
for  buildings  assures  the  thrill  of  the  pioneer  to  all 
of  us  this  coming  summer.  Up  at  Ossipee  they  are 
building  a new  two  mile  road  into  our  New  England 
Camp.  In  both  camps  we  are  building  habitations  in 
the  wilderness  and  the  challenge  of  the  settlers  is  in 
our  blood. 

As  I think  of  it,  the  Pilgrim  Fathers  and  the  Vir- 
ginian Cavaliers  are  in  my  mind.  Over  the  sea  they 
came,  leaving  their  old  homes  behind.  Remem- 
brance of  these  dear,  old  places  were  strong  with 
them,  so  they  named  their  new  places  after  the  old, 
New  England;  Virginia,  after  Elizabeth  the  virgin 
queen.  But  they  faltered  not.  Their  loyalty  was  not  to  places,  either  dear 
or  sacred.  Their  loyalty  was  to  the  great  idea  that  drove  them  across  the 
seas.  They  sought  with  all  their  souls  to  worship  God  according  to  their 
own  consciences  and  to  be  free  men.  The  Idea  was  dearer  than  the  place. 
The  Idea  wrought  out  a larger  place  and  still  larger  places.  Their  descend- 
ents  aflame  with  it  pushed  over  the  mountains  and  the  prairies  and  to  still 
another  sea,  and  the  greatest  nation  of  the  earth  was  born,  dedicated  to  re- 
ligious and  political  liberty. 

Camp  Comrade  Friends  of  mine,  the  idea  of  our  Four-Fold,  Jesus  Way, 
Fellowship  beckons  you  to  two  new  camp  homes  in  the  wilderness.  Come 
join  our  efforts  among  the  sand  dune  forests  of  Michigan  and  on  the  pine- 
clad  hills  of  New  Hampshire  and  mark  out  and  lay  new  trails  and  build  new 
homes  for  the  ideals  of  youth  and  the  Kingdom.  The  sons  and  daughters  of 
the  prophets  in  1925  seek  “a  larger  place  where  they  may  dwell.”  Loyalty 
to  the  idea  points  the  road  to  new  places  of  life  and  growth.  This  is  my  birth 
month  as  I invite  you  to  share  the  trowel  and  the  plummet  and  the  square 
in  the  erection  of  our  larger  roof-trees  by  the  “shining  sea”  and  by  the  mur- 
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muring  waters  at  the  mouth  of  the  glen.  We  are  but  two  months  from  the 
tryst  at  evensong,  the  good  morning  of  the  dip  and  the  glow  of  our  camp  fire. 
Ho!  Kola!  Greeting! 

.Special!  I am  just  leaving  for  Camp  Ossipee  and  the  White  Mountains. 
My  June  message  will  be  from  New  England  and  will  tell  about  our  wonder- 
ful camp  there,  which  is  also  in  the  process  of  building.  — J.  L.  A. 


From  “ The  Shaded  Water ” 

It  is  a quiet  glen , as  you  may  see, 

Shut  in  from  all  intrusion  by  the  trees, 

That  spread  their  giant  branches,  broad  and  free, 

The  silent  growth  of  many  centuries; 

And  make  a hallowed  time  for  hapless  moods, 

A sabbath  of  the  woods. 

Few  knew  its  quiet  shelter, — -none,  like  me, 

Do  seek  it  out  with  such  a fond  desire, 

Poring  in  idlesse  mood  on  flower  and  tree, 

And  listening  as  the  voiceless  leaves  respire — - 
When  the  far -travelling  breeze,  done  wandering, 

Rests  here  his  weary  wing. 

A nd  all  the  day,  with  fancies  ever  new, 

And  sweet  companions  from  their  boundless  store, 

Of  merry  elves  bespangled  all  with  dew, 

Fantastic  creatures  of  the  old-time  lore, 

Watching  their  wild  but  unobtrusive  play, 

I fling  the  hours  away. 

A gracious  couch — the  root  of  an  old  oak 

Whose  branches  yield  it  moss  and  canopy — 

Is  mine,  and,  so  it  be  from  woodman' s stroke 
Secure,  shall  never  be  resigned  by  me; 

It  hangs  above  the  stream  that  idly  flies, 

Heedless  of  any  eyes. 

— WILLIAM  GILMORE  SIMMS 


Camp  Ossipee-on-Sentinel  Mountain 


Older  Girls 
Older  Boys 


August  10  to  August  24 
August  24  to  September  7 
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Mushrooms 

What  do  you  know  about  them? 

By  Miriam  L.  Bomhard 

Camp  Graduate  and  Medalist;  Instructor  University  of  Pittsburgh. 


TTOW  can  one  distinguish  a toadstool  from  a mushroom?  Mush- 
A A rooms  are  generally  considered  as  including  all  those  fungi 
whose  typical  form  is  that  of  an  umbrella.  The  word ’toadstool 
is  popularly  used  to  designate  those  mushrooms  wdiich  are  poison- 
ous. But  strictly  speaking,  all  toadstools  are  mushrooms  and  all 
mushrooms  are  toadstools. 

It  is  disappointing  to  learn 
Crp  that  the  old  popular  guides  for 

g.uls  distinguishing  poisonous  mush- 

rooms are  really  not  trustworthy 
^noius  at  all.  People  tell  us  not  to  eat 
those  which  turn  yellow  when 
sprinkled  with  salt,  or  those 
which  blacken  a silver  spoon, 
or  those  which  change  color 
cup  when  broken  or  cut,  or  those 
from  which  the  skin  does  not 
tH\CEL\Uf\  peel  easily!  All  these  tests  are 
worthless;  and  not  only  lead  us 
away  from  certain  excellent 
edible  varieties  but  directly  into  eating  poisonous  ones.  Unless 
one  is  an  expert  in  the  matter,  it  is  best  to  learn  a few  dependable 
edible  species  and  the  type  of  location  in  which  they  grow  and  avoid 
the  rest  for  purposes  of  food  no  matter  how  tempting  their  appear- 
ance. The  most  beautiful  of  all — a pure  white  (or  slightly  yellow) 
mushroom  which  grows  to  a height  of  4-8  inches  has  been  called 
the  Death  Angel  (Amanita  phalloides)  because  of  its  extremely 
poisonous  quality.  The  Death  Angel  possesses  in  addition  to  the 
cap  (pileus)  and  stem  (stipe),  a curious  little  ring  (annulus)  around 
the  upper  part  of  the  stem  and  also  a little  cup  (volva)  at  the  base 
of  the  stem  near  the  ground  or  just  below  the  ground  surface.  The 
ring  and  the  bulbous  swelling  mark  this  species  as  undoubtedly 
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poisonous.  Then,  too,  the  spores  which  are  borne  on  the  gills  (under 
surface  of  the  cap)  are  white — easily  determined  by  shaking  out 
some  of  the  spores  upon  a piece  of  paper.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
best  common  edible  mushroom  (Agaricus  campester)  grows  2-4 
inches  high,  has  a ring  on  the  stem  but  no  bulb,  its  gill  surface  is  at 
first  white,  then  pink  and  later  brown  or  black,  and  the  spores  are 
brown.  In  the  “button”  stage  before  the  cap  is  fully  expanded, 
this  Agaricus  and  the  Amanita  resemble  each  other  closely.  How- 
ever, the  Meadow  Mushroom  is  to  be  found  growing  in  open  mead- 
ows or  fields  while  the  Death  Angel  always  favors  a woods  or  the 
border  of  a woods  for  its  habitat.  So,  never  eat  a mushroom  growing 
in  the  woods  which  superficially  looks  like  an  Agaricus.  After  all, 
the  very  best  edible  ones  are  easy  to  identify,  so  why  not  stick  to  a 
few  perfectly  safe  ones  for  food  and  enjoy  the  others  outside  of  your 
alimentary  canal  for  their  stately  beauty,  bright  colors  and  curious 
forms? 

Do  mushrooms  grow  up  over  night?  Broadly  speaking,  yes, 
they  do!  All  the  plants  with  which  we  are  familiar  except  the  fungi 
have  a characteristic  green  color  due  to  the  presence  of  a group  of 
pigments  which  are  intimately  concerned  with  the  manufacture 
of  food  materials  such  as  sugars  and  starches  out  of  simple  inor- 
ganic substances.  The  fungi  do  not  possess  these  pigments  and 
are  therefore  incapable  of  existing  independently.  They  obtain 
their  food  by  the  breaking  down  of  an  absorption  from  other  or- 
ganic substances — leaf  mold,  old  twigs,  debris  or  even  live  para- 
sitically  upon  other  living  plants  or  animals.  From  a spore  grows 
a mass  of  tangled  threads  of  the  fungus  which  serve  for  absorption. 
Here  and  there  a tight  knot  of  these  threads  (mycelium)  forms  a 
tiny  “button”  which  is  definitely  organized  inside  to  form  a fruiting 
body  as  soon  as  conditions  are  favorable.  Comes  a nice  rain  on  a 
warm  summer  day;  and,  within  a few  hours  or  perhaps  days, 
presto, — a mushroom  has  developed  from  the  expanded  button! 
The  Fairy  Ring  (Marasmius  oreades)  will  appear  upon  a grassy 
place  after  a rain  almost  miraculously.  You  are  tempted  to  rub 
your  eyes  in  amazement  at  the  sight. 

Many  of  the  most  interesting  of  the  fungi  are  strictly  not  mush- 
rooms because  they  do  not  have  the  characteristic  umbrella  shape. 
Fascinating  scarlet,  orange  or  black  cups  often  with  decoratively 
fringed  edges  bob  up  out  of  slightly  buried  bits  of  wood  on  the 
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shady  bank  of  a brook  or  on  the  forest  floor.  Glistening  white, 
pink  or  yellow  Coral  Fungi  appear  like  so  many  delicately  wrought 
candelabra  with  tiny  branches  raised  to  the  sky.  Golden  yellow 
species  of  Cantharellus  look  like  so  many  chalices  or  goblets  with 
artistically  grooved  stems.  The  Bracket  Fungi  grow  out  laterally 
from  the  sides  of  old  stumps  or  living  trees  like  shelves  arranged 
over  each  other.  The  Puffballs  (all  of  which  are  edible  when  young) 
resemble  Hot  Cross  Buns  carelessly  dumped  upon  the  landscape. 
Yes,  the  fungi  are  interesting! 

Ever  since  we  staged  an  exhibition  of  nearly  a hundred  different 
species  of  fungi  found  all  in  one  morning  in  the  rich  woods  of  New 
Hampshire  several  years  ago,  Wadjepi  has  had  just  the  faintest 
suspicion  of  an  interest  in  mushrooms;  and  it  was  he,  you  know, 
who  persuaded  me  to  write  this  article. 


Four-Fold  Awards 


Margaret  E.  Morris.... S 

Leonice  Bellamy .S 

Jean  Strain  R 

Geneva  McKie PS 

Bertha  A.  Fairbanks M 

Irene  Huntley. S 

Ruth  Osborn  R 

Agnes  Wiley  M 

Edna  M.  Koch SM 

Katharine  Buffey ..SM 

Charlotte  M.  Schaedel S 

Fay  Perry _P 

Florence  Sweet. S 

Gladys  Barton S 

Nettie  M.  Allman P 

Irene  V.  Johns .S 


Elizabeth  Wallace  ....SM 

Loretta  Metheny PSM 

Ethel  M.  Jourdan .S 

Laurel  Jack  Sleeper. R 

Robert  M.  Porter.. S 

J.  Elward  Elliott PSM 

Eugene  C.  Jones .PSMR 

Dorothy  Buzelle  S 

Margaret  Smart P 

Elinore  E.  Lewis . SR 

Angela  Suedmeyer  S 

Jennie  Johnson PR 

Mary  H.  McDonald S 

Minerva  Zeimetz.... ....PS 

Lillian  McNab PSMR 

Winifred  Ramsdell ...S 
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Here’s  How  to  Finance  Your  Trip  to 

Camp 


THE  wise  Founder-Camper 
has  already  been  looking 
ahead — taking  time  by  the  fore- 
lock as  it  were.  Following  are 
some  of  the  plans  that  are  being 
used  by  the  Founders  for  financ- 
ing their  trip  to  The  American 
Youth  Foundation  Camp-Con- 
ferences in  New  Hampshire  and 
Michigan. 

(a)  Camp  Saving  Fund — money 
saved  from  allowances,  and 
earned  through  special  work 
after  school  hours.  One 
Founder  writes,  “It  is  quite 
a surprise  to  me  to  see  how 
easy  it  is  to  save  money 
for  c'amp.  I have  a nice 

little  sum  in  my  bank  already.” 

(b)  Business  Founders  are  putting  aside  five  or  ten  dollars  a month 
from  their  earnings. 

(c)  One  Founders  Club  is  giving  a series  of  four  plays  to  raise 
money  for  the  training  of  members  of  their  club. 

(d)  Many  Founders  will  officially  represent  various  young  people’s 
organizations. 

(e)  In  many  cases  “Dad”  or  an  uncle  or  aunt  will  supply  the  sinews 
of  war. 

(f)  Auto  parties  will  be  popular.  Last  year  a group  of  girls  with 
Maude  Myers  at  the  wheel  drove  from  Lancaster,  Pennsyl- 
vania, to  the  New  Hampshire  Camp — taking  in  the  Presiden- 
tial Range  and  the  Great  Stone  Face  and  many  other  points 
of  interest  on  the  trip. 

(g)  If  you  have  the  choice  of  a birthday  or  graduation  gift — make 
it  a trip  to  camp. 
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(h)  Become  a special  salesman — books,  magazines,  kitchen  utensils 
— or  make  home-made  candy  and  line  up  a group  of  customers 
to  purchase  from  you  their  weekly  supply  of  candy. 

(i)  “Hitch-hiking”  is  another  method.  See  “Red”  Enoch’s  article 

in  the  March  Four-Folder. 

“Where  there’s  a Will,  there’s  always  a way.  The  big  point  is, 
‘get  there’.” 

Note:  Founders  interested  in  securing  funds  to  get  to  Camp 

can  get  some  valuable  suggestions  from  The  American  Youth 
Foundation  office.  Write  us  at  once. 


The  Sea  Shell 

I have  seen 

A curious  child , who  dwelt  upon  a tract 
Of  inland  ground , applying  to  his  ear 
The  convolutions  of  a smooth-lipped  shell; 

To  which , in  silence  hushed , his  very  soul 
Listened  intensely;  and  his  countenance  soon 
Brightened  with  joy;  fot  from  within  were  heard 
Murmurings , whereby  the  monitor  expressed 
Mysterious  union  with  its  native  sea. 

Even  such  a shell  the  universe  itself 
Is  to  the  ear  of  Faith;  and  there  are  times , 

I doubt  not , when  to  you  it  doth  impart 
A uthentic  tidings  of  invisible  things; 

Of  ebb  and  flow , and  ever-during  power; 

And  central  peace , subsisting  at  the  heart 
Of  endless  agitation. 

—WILLI A M WORDSWORTH. 


Th,  Waiting  List  promises  to  be  a large  one.  Avoid 
disappointment  by  registering  today.  Registration 
blank  on  inside  back  cover. 
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Pee-Mah-ta-ha-che-gay 

Who  Also  is  Named  Mrs.  Evalyti  E.  Alexander 

MRS.  EVALYN  E.  ALEXANDER  was  born  in  Beaver  City, 
Clarion  County,  Pennsylvania.  Just  when  that  great  event 
took  place  the  writer  can  only  guess;  but  she  knows  that  little  Miss 
Evalyn  was  the  youngest  daughter  of  a large  family.  Her  ancestry 
was  a fine  old  Holland  Dutch  family  of  the  name  of  Kerstetter. 

Mrs.  Alexander’s  formal  education  was  pursued  in  the  public 
schools  of  Oil  City,  Pa. ; followed  by  some  years  in  Earp  Academy. 
All  of  her  life  she  has  studied  and  lived  much  in  the  realm  of  music 
under  the  direction  of  a private  tutor.  Voice  has  been  her  specialty. 

“Miss  Evalyn”  proved  herself  a connoisseur  in  the  matter  of 
husbands  as  well  as  in  the  art  of  music;  for  in  1904  her  marriage  to 
John  L.  Alexander  took  place.  Mrs.  Alexander  is  the  mother  of 
two  of  the  handsomest,  finest  young  people  the  country  holds. 
The  son,  Donald  K.,  is  at  present  a sophomore  in  the  University 
of  Wisconsin.  The  daughter,  Martha  R.,  is  a senior  in  the  Wheaton 
High  School. 

In  her  homebuilding,  Mrs.  Alexander  is  the  very  embodiment 
of  efficiency,  good  taste,  warm  hospitality,  and  social  outreach. 
She  began  housekeeping  at  Spring  Grove,  Pa.  Both  children  were 
born  in  this  home.  She  has  made  her  homes  subsequently  in 
Philadelphia,  New  York  City,  Edgewater,  N.  J.,  and  Wheaton,  111. 
Happy  is  the  person  who  finds  himself  or  herself  a guest  in  “the 
Alexander  home.”  The  writer  feels  sure  that  many  such  fortunate 
people  must  have,  like  myself,  left  Mrs.  Alexander’s  charming 
hospitality  with  an  unusual  glow  of  appreciation;  and  many  a 
girl  must  have  declared,  “I  want  to  be  just  like  her  in  my  home.” 
Besides  being  a master  homemaker,  and  indeed  coincident  with 
it,  Mrs.  Alexander  is  a woman  of  broad  interests.  She  is  active 
in  the  First  Presbyterian  Church,  Northwest,  Circle  and  Woman’s 
Organization;  the  Musical  Club  and  Choir;  The  Public  School’s 
Parents’  and  Teachers’  Association;  the  Wheaton  Women’s 
Department  Club,  of  which  she  is  Treasurer;  the  Literature  and 
Fine  Arts  Club;  the  Home  and  Education  Club. 

One  of  the  Gold  Medal,  Original  Camp-Conference  Founders, 
one  of  those  sacred  nine  of  the  first  leader’s  group  (1914) — Mrs. 
Alexander  has  given  herself  unstintedly  in  every  camp  serving  on 
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the  Headquarters  Staff;  as  Musical  Director,  Girls’  Camp-Confer- 
ences; and  as  a wise  guide  and  strong  friend.  To  the  thousands 
of  campers  who  know  and  love  her  she  is  truly  Pee-Mah-ta-ha-che- 
gay,  "Finder  of  the  Trail.” 

— L.  M.  B. 


Return  of  Spring 

God  shield  ye,  heralds  of  the  spring. 

Ye  faithful  swallows,  fleet  of  wing, 

Houps,  cuckoos,  nightingales, 

Turtles,  and  every  wilder  bird, 

That  make  your  hundred  chirpings  heard 
Through  the  green  woods  and  dales. 

God  shield  ye,  Easter  daisies  all, 

Fair  roses,  buds,  and  blossoms  small, 

And  he  whom  erst  the  gore 
Of  Ajax  and  Narciss  did  print, 

Ye  wild  thyme,  anise,  balm,  and  mint, 

I welcome  ye  once  more! 

God  shield  ye,  bright  embroidered  train 
Of  butterflies,  that  on  the  plain 
Of  each  sweet  herblet  sip; 

And  ye,  new  swarms  of  bees,  that  go 
Where  the  pink  flowers  and  yellow  grow 
To  kiss  them  with  your  lip! 

A hundred  thousand  times  I call 
A hearty  welcome  on  ye  all! 

This  season  how  I love — 

This  merry  din  on  every  shore — 

For  winds  and  storms,  whose  sullen  roar 
Forbade  my  steps  to  rove. 

— From  the  French  of  PIERRE  RON  SARD. 


= — '**3gg 

To  Pee-mah-ta-ha-che-gay  & 


MRS.  Evalyn  E.  Alexander,  we 
honor  you  for  the  strength  and 
beauty  of  your  womanhood. 
Yours  has  not  been  an  easy  task  to  give 
your  husband  so  fully  to  the  young 
people  of  America  so  that  we  now  call 
him  “our  Kinji.” 

But  you  have  found  the  secret;  for 
you  have  also  given  us  your  own  self. 
We  have  watched  you  through  the  years 
as  you  capably  provided  all  the  com- 
forts for  your  little  family  in  your 
Camp-cottage,  as  you  sent  Kinji  forth 
every  Sunday  morning  spotless  in  his 
linens  and  tie,  and  then  as  you  came 
yourself  to  lead  our  worship  in  song. 
We  are  glad  you  married  Kinji  and 
gave  yourself  with  him  to  us. 

We  thank  you  for  the  frequent 
“stitch  in  time”  and  the  sane  advice 
that  has  helped  make  our  camp-life  so 
happy.  We  love  the  driving  power  of 
your  strong  convictions  and  the  tender- 
ness of  your  sweet  sympathy.  We  are 
greatly  indebted  to  you  for  the  Camp 
Orchestras  you  trained  so  splendidly. 
We  burst  into  song  at  the  thought  of 
you — crazy  song — clever  song — classic 
song— sweet,  worshipful  song  at  Hill- 
side. You  find  them  all  for  us. 

Pee-mah-ta-ha-che-gay,  we  love  to 
walk  the  trail  with  you. 
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MRS.  EVALYN  E.  ALEXANDER 


OSBERT  W.  WARMINGHAM 


To  Kodaya 


? 


OSBERT  W.WARMINGHAM, 
your  fellowship,  which  has 
been  to  us  all  as  May’s 
warmth  on  violet  roots,  merits 
your  Indian  name  characterizing 
you  as  “the  one  who  fits  in.” 

Full  of  good  cheer,  full  of  virile 
sympathy,  full  of  inspiring  hope, 
you  have  been  as  unconscious  of  the 
helpfulness  you  have  radiated  as  the 
sun  of  its  shining. 

Our  cry  for  light  on  life’s  problems, 
for  unprejudiced  judgment,  for  di- 
rection of  purpose,  you  have  an- 
swered from  a soul  enthroning  the 
gracious  Master  of  men. 

Your  interpretations  of  the  Bible 
have  helped  us  to  realize  that  the 
Word  never  conquers  until  it  be- 
comes living  flesh  and  dwells  among 
men.  The  Moabitess  Ruth  has 
walked  with  us  from  your  class-room 
and  the  Camps  have  been  the  better 
for  her  presence. 

From  your  example  and  teachings 
we  have  learned  the  supreme  lesson 
that  we  serve  best  when  we  serve 
less  from  a sense  of  duty  and  more 
from  a sense  of  Christ-like  privilege. 
Kodaya,  our  thanks  are  yours! 


- 4 
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“Kodaya” 

Who  also  is  named  Osbert  W.  Warmingham 


HE  CAME,  he  saw,  he  conquered.  With  a might  greater  than 
Caesar’s,  Osbert  W.  Warmingham  entered  the  camp  of  the 
Fourfold  Life  in  1918  and  he  has  been  the  inspiring  Bible  teacher 
in  at  least  four  of  the  camps  every  summer  since 

While  popularity  and  intellectuality  are  not  twins,  Prof.  Warm- 
ingham is  the  rare  individual  who  can  win  the  one,  attain  the  other 
and  retain  both.  If  asked  to  explain  his  power  for  influencing, 
it  might  easily  be  said  that  without  knowing  the  camp-motto  he 
spontaneously  lived  it  from  the  first;  and  in  it  is  the  keynote  of  his 
character:  The  simple  desire  to  be  his  best  at  all  times  in  all  life’s 
expressions. 

Forty  years  ago  on  August  10  Osbert  W.  Warmingham  was  born 
in  Madras,  India.  He  is  of  Anglo-Indian  stock,  predominantly 
British,  from  which  comes  that  mastering  combination  of  the 
practical  ethics  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  with  the  mystical  tendency  of 
the  Oriental. 

A moment’s  pause  on  the  succession  of  his  victorious  days  brings 
to  the  fore  the  boy  with  his  soul  of  wonder,  the  studious  youth 
meditating  alone  on  the  ocean  shore,  the  accomplishing  scholar, 
the  teacher  loved, — yea  worshipped,  by  hundreds. 

The  fire  burning  within  him  as  he  mused,  Osbert  W.  Warming- 
ham left  his  home  land  in  1906  to  come  to  America  the  better  to 
equip  himself  for  more  effective  service  in  the  Christian  Church, — 
at  that  time  preferably  in  the  mission  field.  He  attended  Ohio 
Wesleyan  University,  was  graduated  from  the  University  of  Wis- 
consin in  1914,  and  pursued  post-graduate  studies  at  Boston 
Univerity  in  1917,  with  continuing  periods  of  graduate  work  since. 
,,  For  about  ten  years  Prof.  Warmingham  served  various  Metho- 
dist churches  as  supply-pastor;  he  has  been  a teacher  and  director 
of  Community  Training  Schools,  a lecturer  on  Biblical,  religious, 
and  philosophical  themes,  a professor  in  Boston  University  since 
1918,  and  is  now  the  head  of  the  Department  of  English  Bible  at 
the  Boston  University  School  of  Religious  Education  and  Social 
Service. 
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In  1912  Prof.  Warmingham  married  Josephine  Nichols  who  has 
ever  been  a co-laborer  with  him  in  all  his  undertakings.  Ten 
year  old  Jane  is  the  other  member  of  the  home-circle  of  three. 

To  his  camper-comrades,  adolescent  and  adult,  Prof.  Warming- 
ham  is  always  Kodaya  and  the  way  “ he  fits  in ” with  every  camp- 
activity,  on  Sunday  or  week-day,  in  class-room  or  council-circle, 
with  the  individual  or  with  the  crowd,  always  adds  the  capping 
touch.  His  1 ‘Spotlights  on  Perplexing  Problems,”  running  each 
month  in  the  Founders  Four-Folder,  are  his  between-camps  con- 
tact with  the  Christian  youth  of  a continent. 

— R.  A.  W. 


A Camper9 s Purpose  and  Prayer 

It  is  my  purpose  to  be  sincere — absolutely  myself,  my  very  best 
self ; to  be  honest  in  the  biggest  sense ; to  be  a true  comrade,  espe- 
cially where  I may  be  most  needed;  to  lose  no  opportunity  for 
service  that  I may  grow  spiritually,  socially,  mentally,  physically 
and  so  become  worthy  and  fitted  to  do  bigger  things. 

O Father  God,  help  me  to  be  strong  in  the  keeping  of  this  pur- 
pose through  living  close  to  Thee,  and  teach  me  to  do  all  these 
things  in  the  spirit  of  true  humility  and  partnership  with  Thee  in 
the  building  of  Thy  Kingdom  of  the  Jesus  Way  on  earth.  Amen. 

—RUTH  PALMER  (Saxie). 
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Opportunity  Knocks  But  Once? 


ROT!  Humbug!  Not  a word  of  Truth  in  it!  Every  day 
Opportunity  beats  a tattoo  on  the  doors  of  Four-Folders. 

Opportunity  is  Omnipresent — 

On  your  door  step  in  the  morning 
Back  again  at  noon. 

Hammering  the  panels  into  splinters  at 
night. 

In  your  working  hours,  in  your  dreams, 
in  Spring  and  Summer, 

In  Fall  and  Winter,  in  storm  and  sun- 
shine, in  cold  and  heat, 

In  Maine  and  California,  across  the  Can- 
adian border  and  along 
The  Gulf  of  Mexico — Opportunity  is 
hammering, 

Hammering  at  your  door. 

Founders,  wherever  you  are  this  week,  Opportunity  doesn’t 
knock  just  once,  but  like  a trip  hammer,  a pile  driver,  a machine 
gun,  it  gives  you  your  chance  every  day  to  be  of  service  to  mankind. 

Write  down  one  Opportunity  that  you  are  going  to  grasp  this 
week. 

WM.  H.  DANFORTH, 
Minisino. 


Trees  in  their  blooming , 
Tides  in  their  flowing , 
Stars  in  their  circling , 
Tremble  with  song. 


God  on  His  throne 
Is  Eldest  of  Poets 
Unto  His  measures 
Moveth  the  whole. 


— Anon. 
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The  JCook  Out 

A Vantage  Point  for  Leaders  of  Youth 


EASTER  and  Passion  Week  with  their  most  amazing  story  of 
leadership  rejection  has  but  lately  occupied  our  thought. 
No  matter  how  well  we  may  understand  the  weakness  of  human 

nature  and  the  almost  constant  precipitation  of 
Are  We  self  in  the  human  compound,  still  it  shocks  us 

Different  ? at  our  Spring  religious  festival  to  plumb  the 

selfishness  of  a human  soul.  The  bitter  resent- 
ment of  the  crowd,  who  suffered  the  disappointment  of  a Messiah 
supreme;  the  biting  hatred  of  the  priest-class,  who  saw  in  His 
acceptance  as  spiritual  authority  their  own  material  downfall; 
and  the  cutting  anger  of  the  ruling  cult,  who  could  find  no 
evidence  in  Him  of  political  power  or  stategy  seems  all  so 
petty  and  so  short-sighted  to  us  now.  They  were  all  very 
real  facts,  however,  then,  and  there  are  some  that  wonder 
if  a Christian  state,  any  more  than  a Judean  or  Roman  province, 
even  though  colored  with  Christian  forms  of  worship,  would  act 
any  different  than  “in  those  days.”  It  is  a matter  of  worthy  in- 
strospection — how  one  can  be  a Christian  idealist  in  solitude, 
calling  one’s  self  a Friend  or  a Child  of  God,  and  in  the  relation- 
ships of  men  allow  the  Pagan  to  ride  in  full  sway  of  self.  The  fruits 
of  the  spirit  may  feed  our  quiet,  solitary  hungers  but  pagan-like 
we  share  nothing  but  our  hates  with  our  more  un-lovely  brothers. 
The  love  and  forgiveness  that  He  taught  is  seemingly  only  for  those 
we  like,  or  in  our  own  household  of  faith.  There  is  still,  “a  without 
the  walls,”  and  the  measure  of  our  regularity  is  the  strength  of  our 
pressure  against  the  irregular.  The  pagan  has  taken  unto  himself 
a new  god. 
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A ST ATE  of  affairs  such  as  the  above  must  be  due  entirely  to  a 
mere  acceptance  of  a form  of  faith,  under  the  respectability 
of  which  one  may  talk  about  “the  kingdom  of  our  Lord”  and  at 

the  same  time  breathe  forth  the  self  creed 
The  Man  of  the  untouched  pagan  within.  Surely  this 

Nobody  Knows  could  not  be  at  all  possible  in  any  sincerity 
— Barton.  if  the  man,  who  calls  himself  Christian,  had 

ever  really  met  the  Christ  instead  of  getting 
a second  or  third-rate  understanding  of  Him  from  some  profes- 
sional friend.  Bruce  Barton  is  a great  accepted  magazine  writer 
for  the  American  people.  Beginning  with  the  December,  1924, 
issue  of  the  Woman’s  Home  Companion,  Mr.  Barton  has  been 
writing  some  illuminating  articles  under  the  title,  “The  Man 
Nobody  Knows.”  He  writes  reverently  and  with  human  insight 
of  The  Christ.  He  presents  Him  apart  from  ritual,  institutional- 
ism, tradition.  He  sees  Him  as  the  Jesus  of  the  Gospels  without 
creedal  or  institutional  incrustation,  The  Jesus  that  the  common 
people  heard  gladly  and  the  rulers  in  high  places  hated.  If 
you  would  appreciate  a personal  Christ,  real  enough  to  describe 
to  others,  such  as  a group  of  Youth,  hunt  up  the  monthly  issues  of 
the  Woman’s  Home  Companion  since  December  or  get  the  book  as 
published  by  Bobbs  Merrill.  You’ll  be  more  of  a Christian  Leader 
by  a thoughtful  reading  of  “The  Man  Nobody  Knows.”  Get  the 
story  into  Youth’s  hands,  too!  No,  never  mind  the  Ruler.  Suffer 
it  to  be  so  unto  the  end  of  the  age. 

WHAT  do  I want  more  than  anything  else?  If  I could  honestly 
answer  this  question,  my  way  of  life  would  be  a rich  and 
simple  way.  Plato  answered  the  question  as  being  a quest  for  the 

True,  Beautiful  and  Good.  Jesus  said 
Fundamental  Ends  “To  this  end  was  I born  and  for  this 

of  Life.- — Jones  cause  came  I into  the  world  that  I 

might  bear  witness  to  the  truth.” 
Emmanuel  Kant  found  God  in  the  moral  imperative.  The  Funda- 
mental Ends  of  Life  (What  Men  Want),  is  a worth-while  book 
published  by  the  Macmillan  Company.  The  authority  is  that 
sterling  old  Quaker,  Dr.  Rufus  M.  Jones  of  Haverford  College. 
With  all  the  mysticism  and  conviction  of  the  inner  life,  with  its 
gentle,  kindly  outlook,  that  marks  the  genuine  Friend,  the  author 
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seeks  to  distinguish  between  Secondary  or  Proximate  Ends  and 
Fundamental  Ends  or  values.  The  hunger  of  the  soul  is  for  the 
fundamental,  for  the  fellowship  and  conscious  comradeship  with 
God.  A book  of  this  sort  is  a pool  of  refreshment  on  a leader’s 
way  with  Youth. 

WHAT  a man  desires  most  is  the  recognition  of  his  success. 

He  wants  to  see  the  thing  of  his  brain,  the  desire  of  his  heart 
and  the  task  of  his  hands  wrought  out  into  such  shape  as  to  draw 

frank  appreciation.  If  such  a man  be  a 
“Your  Leadership  real  leader,  he  readily  understands 
depends  on  how  much  that  his  success  depends  on  the  strands 
you  can  get  others  to  of  the  interest  and  activity  of  others, 
do.”  To  that  end  his  leadership  evolves  itself 

in  careful,  direct  and  simple  assistance 
to  others.  Here  and  there,  across  the  continent,  wise  young 
people’s  superintendents  are  issuing  bulletins  to  their  helpers. 
Such  a bulletin,  dated  December  6,  1924,  issued  from  the  office 
of  the  Illinois  Council  of  Religious  Education  and  sent  by  Leon  C. 
Tyler,  its  Young  People’s  Division  Superintendent  to  his  County 
workers  has  found  its  way  to  the  Look-Out.  It  is  a fine  example 
of  how  to  intelligently  lead  into  greater  activity  and  training. 
It  deals  in  a rule-of-thumb  way  with  county  organization,  getting 
reports,  officers  schools  and  institute  tours.  It  is  so  plainly  written 
and  so  bitingly  informational  that  it  is  dynamic.  Its  challenge  is 
“Your  Leadership  Depends  Upon  How  Much  You  Can  Get  Others 
To  Do.”  It  is  positive  and  practical  and  “go-getting”  all  the  way 
through. 

It  is  too  bad,  is  it  not,  that  there  are  still  some  people  sticking 
around,  who  have  the  idea  that  to  achieve  success,  it  is  necessary 
to  see  some  one  else  fall  down  on  the  job.  Success  is  mutual.  She 
is  too  busy  to  see  anything  but  herself.  Malice  and  spite  are  too 
much  her  opposite  even  to  be  on  speaking  terms  with  her. — J.  L.  A. 


Who  hath  smelt  wood  smoke  at  twilight, 

Who  hath  heard  the  birch  logs  burning. 

Who  is  quick  to  read  the  noises  of  the  night. 

Let  him  follow  with  the  others,  for  the  young  men's  feel  are  turning 
To  the  camps  of  proved  desire  and  known  delight. 


— Kipling. 
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Chats  With  Dad 

Founder-Beggars 


WHO  can  measure  man’s  indebtedness  to  nature’s  benignant 
influence?  Shall  we  not  be  Lowells  as  we  play  in  work  on 
Michigan’s  shore  and  in  Lost  Brook  Glen? 

There  is  real  prayer  as  well  as  virile  poetry  in  the  picture  of 
‘'The  Beggar,”  who  asks  that  each  individual  attribute  of  the  things 
he  loves  in  the  great  out-of-doors  be  his. 

Great  oak,  I beg  of  you  your  “steadfast- 
ness,” 

“That  the  world’s  blasts  may  round  me 
blow, 

And  I yield  gently  to  and  fro, 

While  my  stout-hearted  trunk  below 
And  firm-set  roots  unshaken  be.” 

Then  to  you,  0 granite,  I turn  and  ask  for  a 
portion  of  your  “unyielding  might,” 
“That  I may  keep  at  bay 
The  changeful  April  sky  of  chance 
And  the  strong  tide  of  circumstance.” 
And  will  you,  tall  pine,  grant  me  some  of  your 
“pensiveness  serene,” 

“That  griefs  may  fall  like  snow-flakes  light, 

And  deck  me  in  a robe  of  white.” 

And  you,  little  babbling  brook,  will  you  share  your  “sparkling, 
light  content,” 

“That  I may  still  be  full  of  glee 
And  gladsomeness,  where’er  I be.” 

And  last  of  all  I beg  from  you,  beautiful  violet, 

“Some  of  thy  modesty, 

That  blossoms  here  as  well,  unseen. 

As  if  before  the  world  thou’dst  been.” 


The  Spirit  of  God  is  around  you  in  the  air  that  you  breathe,  His  glory  in  the  light  that  you  see;  and 
in  the  fruitfulness  of  the  earth  and  the  joy  of  its  creatures  He  has  written  for  you  day  by  day  His  revela- 
tion, and  He  has  granted  you  your  daily  bread. 

— JOHN  RUSKIN  ( Memorial  Stone  at  Keswick). 
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I’m  Going!— Where? 

To  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp- Conference  and  Here's 

Why. 


Whew!  that  was  some  narrow  escape.  Oh,  Boy!  Is  the  editor  still 
alive?  Yes,  the  editor  is  still  alive,  for  which  he  is  truly  thankful.  But 
he  just  about  escaped  with  his  life.  How  did  it  happen?  Well,  about  ten 
days  ago,  Ye  Ed.  dropped  a note  to  one  representative  in  every  state  that 
has  delegates  registered  for  this  summer’s  American  Youth  Foundation 
Camp-Conferences  and  asked  for  just  a 50  to  100- word  statement  on  the 
following  subject,  “I’m  going — where? — To  the  American  Youth  Founda- 
tion Camp-Conference,  and  here’s  why.’’  (And  that’s  where  he  made  his 
fatal  mistake — asking  for  50  to  100  words  only.) 

The  Campers  were  requested  to  have  their  statements  in  the  mail 
within  one  hour  after  receiving  the  letter.  The  replies  cracked  back  so  fast 
that  the  editor  could  hardly  believe  his  eyes  when  he  saw  the  pile  of  letters 
on  his  desk  within  48  hours  after  mailing  the  requests.  And  in  every 
instance  the  angry  mob  just  about  went  wild  because  of  being  held  to  100 
words.  Addie  Brandon  just  refused  to  be  restrained,  so  we’re  printing 
Addie’s  whole  letter,  and  even  at  that,  she  says  that  she  has  just  about 
covered  the  introduction  to  all  that  she  would  like  to  write. 

Well,  here’s  what  they  say — Read  ’em  over  and  sign  up  quick,  so  that 
you  are  sure  of  a place. — [Editor. 

Maine. 

Because  they  are  the  best.  If  I go  to  a camp  conference  I want  to  go  to 
the  best  one  there  is,  don’t  you?  The  place  where  the  classes  are  the 
brightest,  where  the  sports  are  the  snappiest,  where  the  parties 
are  the  gayest,  and  the  leaders — say!  They’re  the  peppiest  crowd 

you  ever  saw!  That’s  why  I want  to  go.  That’s  why  everyone  wants  to 
go  who  has  ever  been  before.  We  want  to  be  with  Kinji,  Wadjepi  and  the 
rest  of  the  crowd.  Thev  are  the  best  and  we  want  the  best. 

—MARJORIE  DUNSTAN. 

Missouri 

Is  there  anything  more  beautiful  than  real,  true  friendship?  Those 
times  of  quiet  confidences;  rollicking  play  in  the  “squarest  way”;  a chance 
to  serve  and  be  a friend. 
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A vacation  “just  for  fun”  is  a waste  of  time  when  there  is  a place  to 
have  “packs  of  fun”  and  at  the  same  time  get  something  worth-while  done. 
There  is  a place  to  exchange  thoughts  in  classes  led  by  inspiring  leaders 
who  have  studied  and  delved  into  young  people’s  problems. 

Do  you  know  the  “Jesus-Way  of  Living?”  Have  you  tried  the  Four- 
Fold  Life?  Two  weeks  in  a Chrisitan  Leaders’  Training  Camp  will  give 
you  a desire  to  “launch  out  into  the  deep”  and  “answer  with  the  best  that’s 
in  you.”  There  is  a real  chance  to  show  what  you’re  made  of — what  you 
can  do — and  “be  your  own  self  at  your  very  best  all  the  time.” 

That’s  what  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camps  are  doing  for 
young  people — and  that’s  the  attraction  for  me. 

—JESSIE  NELSON  POST. 


New  York 

I’m  going  to  one  of  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp-Confer- 
ences this  year;  first,  because  I know  just  what  the  conferences  are  and 
what  they  mean  in  point  of  real  four-folder  service  to  every  boy  or  girl 
who  attends  them;  secondly,  because  I have  known  the  leaders  of  the  present 
American  Youth  Foundation  for  nearly  three  years  and  know  that  the 
famous  camp  spirit  is  not  a result  of  camp  location  but  of  the  daily  associa- 
tion with  such  men  as  are  our  leaders  in  every  branch  of  fun,  study  and 
inspiration  at  the  camps;  and  thirdly,  I know  that  The  American  Youth 
Foundation  camps  this  summer  are  going  to  be  the  biggest  and  the  finest 
ever,  both  for  the  old  campers  and  the  new  ones.  And  so,  here’s  looking 
forward  to  a grand  success  next  summer. 

—RUSS  BENTON. 


Michigan 

Studying,  learning,  playing,  growing  to  a taller  stature,  we  live  out 
the  two  weeks  at  camp  each  year.  Fun  just  bubbles  up  all  over  the  place, 
with  the  finest  bunch  of  girls  and  the  most  wonderful  leaders  in  all  the 
world  working  and  playing  together  and  co-operating  in  all  they  do.  I could 
talk  about  so  -many  phases  of  camp  life  that  attract  me  back  to  it,  but  I 
shall  only  mention  the  most  important. 

I want  to  be  there  this  year — I must  be  there  because  camp  gives  me  a 
new  store  of  vitality 
and  purpose  for  the 
next  year.  I can  not 
doubt  human  nature 
after  the  two  weeks  I 
spend  with  Kinji  and 
Wadjepi,  Beth  Nutting 
and  Kodaya.  And  I 
want  to  go  to  camp 
again  this  year  because 
there,  in  the  silences 
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and  the  beauty  of  hillside  I can  reconsecrate  myself  to  the  Jesus- Way  of 
Life.  Perhaps  when  I am  a much  larger-souled  person  I can  live  that 
fuller  life  without  a yearly  pilgrimage  up  the  mountain.  But  now — oh! 
I know  I need  it.  — “TOMMY”  HULBERT. 


Massachusetts 

The  leadership  can’t  be  beat  anywhere!  Kinji,  Dad  and  Wadjepi  (and 
the  rest)  are  huge  magnets  which  I cannot  resist! 

I want  to  learn  more  about  Jesus,  and  imbibe  His  Spirit  which  pervades 
the  camps  through  the  leaders,  and  campers  too! 

I want  to  gain,  through  my  camp  experience,  a greater  knowledge  and 

ability  to  lead  a 
fuller  four-fold 
life! 

I want  to  revive 
to  the  highest  pitch 
within  me  the 
camp  spirit,  “Be 
Your  Own  Self  at 
your  very  best,  all 
the  time”  and  “I 
will  answer  with 
the  best  that’s  in 
me”! 

—BILL  BROOKS. 

Wisconsin 

M y three  years  of  camp  experience  has  written  Joy  into  my  life,  which 
means:  Jesus  first, 

Others  second, 

Yourself  last. 

My  contacts  with  such  an  optimistic,  dauntless,  fearless,  group  of  leaders 
in  such  a purposeful  program  for  carrying  on  the  Master’s  work,  as  is  spon- 
sored by  The  American  Youth  Foundation,  have  given  me  the  inspiration 
and  enthusiasm  I have  needed  in  proving  that  the  impossible  can  be  done. 
I have  learned  that  I can  afford  to  accept  nothing  but  the  best  material 
to  build  into  my  life  for  the  King’s  Business. 

I am  looking  forward  for  the  fourth  time  to  the  experience  of  learning 
how  to  “Measure  Up”  so  that,  like  the  Torch  Bearer,  I may  pass  undimmed 
the  light  which  has  been  given  to  me  to  the  Youth  of  America. 

. — RENNETTA  E.  MEYER,  “ Ragged dy  Ann." 


A]/vl~TTm£ 


I want  to  meet  the  CHALLENGE  again — 
And  that’s  not  all!  ! 


South  Carolina 

I’m  going  to  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp  Conference  this 


The  Four-Folder 


Page  Thirty-three 


summer  because  of  the  experience  I had  last  summer  in  the  camp.  I didn’t 
know  that  there  was  such  a place  in  the  United  States — and  I’m  certainly 
glad  I found  it.  One  of  my  main  reasons  for  wanting  to  return  is  the 
wonderful  way  one  is  taught  to  live  the  Four-Fold  Way — and  the  marvelous 
training  in  the  Bible  and  in  Church  organization  and  along  with  all  this — 
the  grand  times.  I would  advise  anyone  to  go  to  one  camp-conference 
and  I know  that  that  wouldn’t  be  her  last;  she  would  be  only  too  anxious 
to  return  just  as  all  of  us  first  year  campers  are  crazy  for  summer  to  come 
and  to  bring  the  camp-conference. 

—CAROLINE  TIEDMAN. 


Illinois 


Camp?  You  said  it,  man!  Never  mind  the  time,  the  cost,  nor  anything 
else!  When  the  29th  of  June  rolls  around  I’m  hitting  a bee-line  up  to  our 
new  Camp  Miniwanca  near  Shelby  in  Michigan.  This  is  my  fourth  year 
in  camp  under  Amer- 
ican Youth  Founda- 
tion leaders.  Rob  me 
of  my  last  chance  to 
learn,  to  live,  to  en- 
joy and  to  dare  to  do 
everything  that’s  done 
in  a real  he-man’s 
camp?  Not  while  I 
have  a voice  in  the 
proceedings.  Camp  dates  are  red-letter  days  on  my  calendar.  Come!  I 
bet  I’ll  be  the  first  one  to  meet  you  there!  ! 


—BOB  LUNDY. 


Indiana 

Here  at  school  when  a basket-ball  player  wants  to  be  at  the  right  spot 
to  catch  the  ball  when  it  is  passed — the  crowd  yells — “Be  there’’ — and 
camp  is  where  I want  to  be — and  Dad,  Kinji,  Wadjepi,  Minisino,  Horace, 
Saxie — Beth  Nutting — Kodaya — Miss  Lovett — and  all,  are  the  ones  who 
are  saying — “Be  There.” 

I just  couldn’t  miss — 

Kinji’s — Council  Circles; — Wadjepi’s — 'fish  and  fun; — Dad’s — morning 
watches; — Horace’s — “Hurry  up,  you  folks  back  there”; — Kodaya’s — Oh 
Evolu; — Hillsides,  and  all  the  things  we  think  of  just  the  minute  camp  is 
mentioned. 

It’s  that  same  staff — those  same  leaders — the  same  good  spirit  and  fun 
that’ll  be  at  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp-Conferences — and  I 
want  to — and  will  be  so  glad  to  “BE  THERE.” 

—ALICE  M.  HANSEN. 
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Iowa 

I am  going  to  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp-Conference  because 
I realize  that  the  value  of  the  two  weeks  spent  there  cannot  be  measured. 
What  do  we  fellows  get  at  camp?  We  get  a vision  of  the  Four-Fold  Jesus- 
Way  of  Living, — of  a perfect  body  which  is  the  dwelling  place  of  a perfect 
mind,  and  of  a magnetic  personality  which  reaches  first  up  to  God  and  then 
out  to  our  fellow-men.  Christ  is  exemplified  to  us  in  the  lives  of  the  leaders, 
in  the  lives  of  our  fellow-campers  and  in  the  activities  of  the  camp.  We 
are  born  again;  we  follow  the  vision;  we  go  home  to  serve.  The  Man  of 
Galilee  has  become  to  us  a vital,  living  reality. 

—CLIFFORD  {“Swede")  LARSON. 


Minnesota 

I am  going  to  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp-Conference  because 
it  was  my  good  fortune  to  have  attended  last  year.  So  I know  what  they 
are  like.  I don’t  see  how  in  the  world  I can  afford  to  miss  this  season, 
because  I never  met  300  finer  fellows  in  all  of  my  life.  Regular  he-fellows 
every  one  of  them.  Also,  the  straight-from-the-shoulder  challenges,  for  a 
Jesus-Way  of  living  that  were  flung  at  us  one  after  another.  Challenges 
that  stirred  us  through  and  through. 

It  made  me  realize  how  easy  it  was  to  be  good  when  everyone  else  was. 
So  seeing  how  easy  it  was  to  be  four-fold  when  the  environment  was  such, 
I was  instilled  with  the  desire  to  make  a determined  effort  to  be  my  own 
self  at  my  very  best  all  the  time. 

I think  a fellow  or  girl  who  hasn’t  attended  one  of  these  American  Youth 
Foundation  Camp-Conferences  hasn’t  lived. 

I’ll  be  there  this  year  if  I have  to  walk  backwards  every  step  of  the  way. 

—RUDY  BRANDMO. 


Ontario,  Canada 

A few  reasons  why  I am  going  to  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp 
Conference. 

“Because  I have  in  visions  seen  the  Girl  God  meant,  and  never  more  can 
be  the  girl  I was — content.” 

To  learn  the  Jesus- Way  of  living  by  fellowship  with  Him. 

To  live  in  God’s  great  out-of-doors  learning  of  His  creations, — birds, 
trees,  flowers. 

To  study  plans  for  the  church  at  home,  receiving  programs  and  ideas  for 
helping  others. 

To  be  under  leaders  who  can  help  and  inspire  us  because  they  have  gone 
over  the  road  before. 

To  learn  to  be  a friend  of  all:  a good  sport:  the  value  of  work  and  play. 

Because  Camp  is  the  Mountain  Top  of  Vision;  Challenges  received,  the 
best  demanded,  and  by  living  close  to  the  Greatest  Friend  we  can  come 
down  strong  in  His  strength  to  work  out  what  we  have  learned. 

— AUDRIEA  EKINS. 
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Kentucky 

Hello  there,  old  man,  where  are  you  from?  From  Missouri!  I’m  from 
Kentucky,  glad  to  meet  you.  Your  first  year  in  camp,  is  it?  How  did 
you  happen  to  come?  Met  Dad  Waite  at  a banquet,  well  isn’t  that  great! 
Pardon  me,  but  here  comes  Bob.  Bob  is  studying  to  be  a minister  and  I 
have  got  to  hear  all  about  him.  There’s  Red  with  him  too.  Red  is  a four 
letter  man  at  his  college.  He  sure  is  a great  sport. 

This  is  the  way  you  are  greeted  in  the  Four-Fold  camps  and  it  gives  you 
an  idea  of  the  type  of  fellows  that  make  the  camp.  No  matter  who  you  are 
or  where  you  come  from,  you  are  everybody’s  friend. 

It  is  great  fun  to  go  to  camp,  but  it  is  greater  fun  to  go  to  a camp  where 
there  are  fine  leaders,  fine  fellows  and  good  times  intermingled  with  the 
serious  things  of  life.  Such  are  the  camps  of  the  Four-Fold  Life. 

I could  give  many  reasons  why  I am  going  but  space  does  not  permit, 
so  I will  just  say  that  I am  going  all  the  way  from  Boston  to  be  with  the 
old  gang  once  more.  — MAX  M.  LAUFMAN. 

Ohio 

1.  To  meet  my  Creator  in  one  of  His  secluded  shrines  where  He  has 
dealt  a bounteous  hand  of  natural  beauty  to  mother  earth.  To  meet  Him 
in  an  ideal  environment,  with  true  blue  fellows  and  under  capable  leadership. 

2.  To  sit  among  the  best  fellows  in  the  country  worshiping  with  them, 
playing  with  them,  working  with  them  and  growing  with  them,  absorbing 
all  I can  and  giving  my  best. 

3.  Especially  to  meet  every  loyal  “Forger”  and  enter  again  into  that 
enthralling  spirit  of  friendship  which  has  held  us  bound  hand  and  soul 
since  “ ’22.”  Yea,  “Forgers,”  let’s  go. 

4.  To  enter  again  under  the  kind  rule  of  the  Greatest  Triumvirate  Kinji, 

“Dad”  and  Wad.  ROBERT  E.  LEE  (Jobby)  JOHNSON. 

West  Virginia 

I.  Just  look  at  the  chance  I’ll  have  to  see  all  the  fellers.  And  think  of 
the  new  men  coming  in.  Say — won’t  it  be  great. 

II.  Look  at  the  new  stamping  ground  we  have  to  go  Treasure  Hunting 
on.  New  environment — old  atmosphere.  Tribal  games  going  clear  into 
Lake  Michigan. 

III.  I couldn’t  get  a bigger  opportunity  to  learn  how  to  do  something 
worth-while.  I’ll  learn  what  true  fellowship  is  and  why  I ought  to  help 
the  other  fellow.  Dad-burn-my-hide  this  is  my  golden  opportunity. 

And 

Last,  but  not  least — 

I’m  set  on  going 

and  can’t  anything  keep  me  from  it.  — 'BUS. 

Nebraska 

The  big  reason  I am  going  to  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp- 
Conference  is  because  that  is  where  I learn  the  principles  for  Right  Living. 
Right  Living  is  the  foundation  for  a life  of  Service — a life  worthwhile. 


Page  Thirty -six 


The  Founders 


In  camp  the^big  ideal  of  Friendship  is  manifest  in  all  our  activities: 
Friendship  with  books  and  good  thoughts;  Friendship  in  games  and  sports; 
Friendships  with  girls  from  all  over  our  glorious  land;  And  best  of  all — 
a big,  wonderful  ideal  of  Friendship  with  Jesus — the  Great  Friend  of  all 
the  world. 

Here’s  to  the  most  wonderful  ten  days  any  girl  in  the  world  could  ever 
be  privileged  to  spend — ten  perfect  days  in  the  Camp  Conferences  of  the 
American' Youth  Foundation. 

—DOROTHY  BOWLBY. 


North  Dakota 

Am  I going  to  camp  next  year?  You  bet  I am!  Wouldn’t  miss  it  for 
anything!  Such  swimming,  hiking  and  tennis!  They  can’t  be  beat.  Yes, 
the  eats  are  fine  and  so  are  the  dreams,  for  who  can  help  but  have  sweet 
dreams  when  living  in  a tent  or  cottage?  The  friendships  one  forms  with 
the  young  people  from  other  states  and  provinces  are  the  kind  that  live 
forever.  And  the  classes — well,  they’re  dandies.  And,  best  of  all,  under 
the  leadership  of  Kinji,  Wadjepi,  and  Dad,  one  can’t  help  but  want  to  live 
the  “Jesus  Way.”  —GLADYS  BARTON. 


New  Jersey 

I wanted  to  boost  my  community.  These  camps  are  the  place  where  I 
learned  how.  The  new  ideas  gotten  from  the  discussions  and  the  suggestions 
received  from  the  teachers  in  the  classrooms,  where  we  hear  what  and  how 
they  are  doing  it  in  other  places,  are  my  helpers. 

It  seems  that  no  matter  what  comes  up  in  our  church  programs  or  those 
of  our  young  people’s  societies,  we  are  prepared  to  help,  generally  to  take 
the  lead. 

Leadership,  the  thing  most  sought  for  by  the  world  is  here  developed  in 
a natural  way.  Many  of  these  trained  leaders  will  be  an  important  part 
of  the  world’s  machinery  and  many  already  are. 

Who  does  not  want  a share  in  this  great  enterprise? 

—“STAN”  DAVENPORT. 


Pennsylvania 

Why  am  I going  to  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camps?  Well, 
to  be  truthful,  I just  can’t  help  going!  You  see,  I’ve  been  there  two  years 
before  and  I know  what  they’re  like  and  I wouldn’t  miss  them  for  the  world! 
Folks  nearly  always  want  reasons  for  things  and  I have  most  a million  reasons 
for  wanting  to  go  to  camp  but  I’ll  only  give  you  a few  of  them. 

You  see  I’m  kind  of  a sociable  creature  and  I like  lots  of  company  and 
I like  the  way  folks  treat  you  at  camp.  They  don’t  put  on  that  high  and 
mighty  air  that  you  so  often  find  at  home,  but  they  treat  you  square  and 
every  one  is  their  own  self  at  their  very  best  all  the  time.  And  because 
the  folks  are  from  all  over  the  United  States  and  Canada  you  get  to  look 
at  things  from  their  point  of  view;  you  learn  to  love  their  section  of  the 
country  and  while  playing  with  them  you  learn  what  wonderful  friends  they 
can  be  and  what  wonderful  sports  they  are.  And  then  the  leaders — talk 
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about  social  times  with  them.  Why  that  irresistible  Wadjepi  is  a scream 
every  time  he  opens  his  mouth,  and  to  know  Wohoda  would  alone  make 
camp  worth-while.  And  Kinji,  the  Great  Chief,  and  friend  of  all,  inspires 
us  to  do  our  very  best,  and  Dad  Waite,  the  beloved  “Abraham  Lincoln 
man,”  creates  in  us  a yearning  to  be  absolutely  sincere  and  a true  follower 
of  the  Jesus  Christ  he  loves.  So  if  you  are  socially  inclined  go  to  The 
American  Youth  Foundation  Camps. 

And  if  you  are  ambitious,  there  is  no  better  place  to  let  off  steam  than 
up  at  camp.  For  those  leaders  have  brains  and  they  have  fixed  a program 
that  will  keep  you  humping  no  matter  how  ambitious  you  are.  For  instance, 
if  you  are  a student  and  wish  to  show  your  knowledge,  you  have  plenty  of 
chances  to  “come  across”  in  your  notebook.  No  matter  how  ambitious  you 
are  there  is  always  room  for  improvement  there.  And  if  you  are  athleti- 
cally inclined  by  all  means  go  to  camp,  for  you  have  a chance  to  make  a 
name  for  yourself  in  the  aquatic  meet,  in  the  field  meet,  in  the  games.  But 
the  best  thing  of  all  about  it  is  that,  if  you  are  not  very  strong  physically, 
camp  will  build  you  up.  That  was  my  experience — the  good  meals,  regular 
hours  and  systematic  play  and  exercise  worked  wonders  for  me! 

My  last  reason  for  wanting  to  go  to  camp  is  that  I’m  a great  lover  of 
beauty,  not  only  in  nature,  but  in  character,  and  camp  gives  me  ample 
opportunity  to  view  both.  For  the  glorious  sunsets,  the  purpling  mountains, 
the  murmur  and  splashing  of  hidden  brooks,  the  whispering  of  pines,  the 
twitter  of  birds  and  the  still  nights  all  tend  to  create  a spirit  of  awe  and 
reverence  in  the  heart.  Our  Creator  seems  so  near  to  us  and  we  bow  in 
humble  worship.  In  our  quiet  morning  worship  time  we  are  brought  face 
to  face  with  God  and  we  pray  earnestly  for  a depth  and  beauty  of  character 
which  will  express  itself  in  Christian  service. 

Thus  my  four  main  reasons  for  going  to  The  American  Youth  Founda- 
tion Camps  are: 

1.  They  satisfy  my  social  needs  and  furnish  me  with  strong  examples  of 
Christian  Leadership. 

2.  They  present  a mental  and  physical  challenge  that  is  worth  living  up  to. 


3.  They  inspire  me  to  live  sincerely  and  serve  wholeheartedly. 


CAMP  MINIWANCA 


Older  Boys:  Shelby,  Michigan 

June  29 — July  13 


Older  Girls : 
July  13 — July  27 


On  Michigan's  Shore 


“The  American  Youth 
Foundation  has  procured 
for  its  Mid-western  sum- 
mer training  camp  an  ad- 
mirable spot  on  the  Lake 
Michigan  shore,  near  Shel- 
by, Michigan.  The  names 
of  Alexander,  Orwig  and 
Waite  will  continue  to  be 
prominently  identified  with 
this  movement.  The  grow- 
ing interest  in  summer 
camps  is  a tribute  to  their 
merit.” — Michigan  Advance. 


Old  Baddy  of  the  Sand  Dunes 


The  Registration  Fee 
is  S3. 00  and  Board  and 
Lodging  is  $25.00  for 
the  term  of  the  Camp 
Conference.  Campers 
are  responsible  for 
their  own  bedding  and 
toweling.  The  best  of 
food  will  be  served  on  a 
non-profit  basis.  Camp- 
ers must  be  within  the 
sixteen-twent  y-o  ne 
years  limit.  Registra- 
tion blanks  will  be 
found  on  page  four. 


Camp  Miniwanca  Foot-Bridge 


CAMP  OSSIPEE 


Older  Girls:  Mountain  View 

August  10 — August  24  New  Hampshire 


Older  Boys: 

August  24 — September  7 


“The  White  Mountains 
of  New  Hampshire  invite 
high  grade  camping  and 
outdoor  life.  The  abund- 
ance of  streams  and  lakes 
assure  good  camping  places. 
Only  occasionally,  however, 
is  it  possible  to  discover  the 
ideal  combination  of  moun- 
tain, forest  and  lake  on  one 
camping  site.  Such  a com- 
bination is  Camp  Ossipee 
and  assures  the  necessary 
seclusion  and  completeness 
needed  for  a training  camp 
for  youth.” — Carroll  County 
Independent  and  Pioneer. 


The  Rustic  Well  House 


Sentinel  Mountain 


The  Registration  Fee,  cost 
of  Board  and  Lodging  and 
camp  arrangements  are  the 
same  as  in  Camp  Miniwanca 
on  the  opposite  page.  The 
American  Youth  Founda- 
tion Camp-Conferences  are 
Training  Centers  for  the  Dis- 
covery and  Development  of 
Personality.  Two*  hundred 
and  twenty  hours  of  instruc- 
tion are  offered  in  four  sum- 
mer terms.  A request  will 
bring  the  Curriculum  and 
Camp  Prospectus  to  you. 
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Our  Foreign  Correspondents 


Yes,  we  have  them,  several  of  them  in  fact.  One  in  Persia, 
one  in  South  America,  one  in  China  and  still  another  in  Merrie 
England.  Articles  from  these  correspondents  will  appear  in 
coming  issues  of  the  Four-Folder. 

And  now  comes  the  announcement  extraordinary.  The  Founders’ 
Four-Folder  now  have  two  travelling  correspondents  in  the  foreign 
field.  Official  documents  covering  the  appointment  and  identifi- 
cation of  these  world  travellers  were  issued  by  The  American 
Youth  Foundation  on  March  25.  Two  days  later  the  corres- 
pondents sailed  on  the  White  Star  Line  Steamship  “Olympic,” 
for  points  in  Europe  and  Africa,  where  they  will  scurry  around  and 
dig  up  some  live  news  for  the  happy  family  of  readers  of  The 
Founders’  Four-Folder. 

Herewith  is  a copy  of  the  official  credentials  of  our  two  foreign 
correspondents.  Watch  for  our  “foreign  news”  in  coming  issues 
of  The  Four-Folder. 

“To  Whom  It  May  Concern: 

The  Bearer,  WM.  H.  DANFORTH,  ESQ.,  is  the  duly 
appointed  and  recognized  Foreign  Correspondent  and 
GORDON  P HILPOT  (Phil)  is  recognized  as  the  Official 
Foreign  Photographer  and  Artist  of  The  Founders’  Four- 
Folder,  the  official  organ  of  The  American  Youth  Founda- 
tion. The  Editor  and  Director  of  this  Corporation 
commend  the  bearer  to  the  good  offices  and  graces  of 
friendly,  national  officials  and  bespeak  the  support  of  such, 
as  information  is  so  gathered  for  the  growing  of  friendly 
relationships  with  the  young  people  of  the  United  States. 

With  cordial  greetings  to  the  Youth  and  Officials  of 
this  great  country. 

Most  sincerely, 

P.  G.  ORWIG, 

Editor. 

JOHN  L.  ALEXANDER, 

Director. 
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SUBSCRIPTION  BLANK 

Enclosed  find  SO. 50  covering  my  subscrintion  to  The  Founders  Four  Folder,  (including 
back  numbers)  to  and  including  the  September,  1925  issue. 

Name . 

Address . r 

(Give  full  mailing  address) 


FOUNDERS’  ENROLLMENT  BLANK 


I attended  the  Older  Boys — Girls  Camp-Conference  in (year),  and  want  to  help 

perpetuate  the  type  of  Four-fold  life  training  that  I received  in  camp,  by  registering  as  a Founder 
in  the  Christian  Leadership  Training  Division  of 

THE  AMERICAN  YOUTH  FOUNDATION 

My  Founder  contribution  will  be: 

(By  checking  any  one,  or  all  of  the  following  items,  you  will  be  enrolled  as  a Founder  of  The  American  Youth 
Foundation  and  will  receive  a handsome  Founders’  Certificate.  (Note. — New  Founders  of  1925  will  use  this 
same  registration  form.) 

□ Registering  personally  in  the  Foundation  Camps  of  1925. 

□ Contributing  personally,  and  interesting  friends  to  contribute  to  the  support  of  the  work  of  The  American 
Youth  Foundation. 

□ Serving  as  a personal  representative  of  The  American  Youth  Foundation  in  my  community  in  the  important 
work  of  selecting  outstanding  older  boys  and  girls  to  attend  the  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp-Con- 
ferences. 

□ Serving  as  a leader  in  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp-Conferences. 


Signed 

Address - 

(Give  full  mailing  address) 


CAMP  APPLICATION 


—THE  FOUNDERS*  CAMPS— 

1601  Peoples  Life  Bldg.  130  N.  Wells  Street,  Chicago,  111. 


Wm.  H.  Danforth,  President 
Walter  Scott  Athearn,  Vice-President 
Lansing  F.  Smith,  Treasurer 


John  L.  Alexander,  Director 
P.  G.  Orwig,  Associate  Director 
R.  A.  Waite,  Associate  Director 


I herewith  make  application  for  enrollment  in  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Older 

(Boys’  or  Girls’) 

Camp-Conference  for  the  season  of , subject  to  all  conditions  of  the  Camp  management.  Enclosed  find 

$1.00  covering  advance  registration  fee.  Balance  of  registration  fee  ($2.00)  to  be  paid  when  requested. 


Name 

Street 

Address 

City._ 

Age .....last  birthday,  month 

Recommended  by 


(Print 


Letters) 

Father’s  (or  mother’s) 
Initials. 


State  or  Province.-. 
....day 


Signature  and  position  of  guarantor 

If  applicant  has  not  yet  subscribed  for  THE  FOUNDERS  FOUR-FOLDER,,  enclose  additional  $0.50  to 
cover  subscription.  Make  all  checks  and  money  orders  payable  to  The  American  Youth  Foundation. 


In  the  Cool  of  New  England  Woods 


